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OW, New, tell us, who is Rollino?"

“ manded.

“And how did you know about him?"

[ de-

asked Mary Maxwell,
“And how far Is the place from here?”
eried I‘ “I bope it Is miles away. 1 slmply adore
to ride in a taxicab.”

“(Ope poor man,” groaned Ned, “agalpst so many ™

0
“Oh, tell us, Ned; I am all ears!™”
“Well, once upon a time,” began Ned, solemuoly, “T

was in Paris’

“This

promises to bLe fnteresting,” laughed Mary
Maxwell.
I had a

most particular reason In wishing to dine at the Iotel

“And I went to the Hotel Grande to dine,

Grande'’'——

“One alwavs does have—In Paris.” wurmured
Mary Maxwell,
“At the Hotel

turbed, “because of one Rollino, chef 1 chlef, artist

Grande,” Ned continued, undis-
and philosopher, who had gathered all his poesy and
wisdom Into a divine lquid, fit enly for the gods, but
Hotel

sevved for the delectation of man at the

Grande

“But It was in Paris that T had occasion to know
3 Rollino. There was a certain artists' elub to which a
friend of mine belonged. The very one who has bls
studio In Macdougal alley, where we will go later. 1T
used to go with this friend to little dinners at the
club on red letter days when Rollino had consented
ta act as chef! Oh, those culinary masterpleces!
There 18 but one Rolino!

dinner he wonld sit with us at table in the queer lit-

And having prepared the

tle hlack skull cap he alwars wore and the hig chef’s
apron and hold his own with the repartea, too

“He gpeaks several languages, has served in the
Ttalian army as an officer, and went en tour around
the world with the suite of the present King of
then Prince of Naples, In
ctoward, master of ceremonies, chef in chief—in a

Italy, the rdle of hend
word, just Rollino.”

“Ned, this enthuslasm from you is most unusual”

“Just you wait and see,” Ned admonished. “If
ever there was a man with the heart of a gentleman
it Is Rolllno.”

“Well! My curlosity almost reconciles me to get-
ting ont of the taxf. Where Is the place?" asked Dot.

“Down In West Ninth streef.”

We were now splnning along the Great White Way.
Dot was In a state of high excitement over the Ben-
Hur charlot race done In electrica to advertise, The
chauffeur must pretend that something was wrong
wilh the ear while she looked at it, and she quite
resented the Intermlssion which is allowed for the
horaes to rest.

But there were other
Our theatre, for instance, there in Forty-

things In sight equally
thrilling
fifth street, where Mary Maxwell was now playing
and where Dot had appeared for one bilssful weck
ifn a deep thinklog part, and where only the aight
before she had signed for her first salary, a modest
sum of $25, which was ax yet too 'prwlmm to be
broken.

S|he had come home, her face looking like a sun
beam, beecause the manager himself had told her that
ghe ¢hought her part lntelligently and with n good
genze of comedy. She had been given the nonderstudy
to the Ingénue, of whom she was most hopeful despire
that robust slate of
health,

“8till

young person’s distressingly

you never can tell when an aceldent may

bappen,” was her cheerful view of the situatlion
. At last we srrived at Rollino's, a inodest old red
brick Ned

clalmed for It. A short flight of steps Invited us to

house, utterly unpretentious of all that

the door upon which a well

marked it for the Hotel Rollino.

polished brass plate

But, t¢ my surprise,
Nedd led us to the basement entrance, where he pulled
upon an old fashioned koob bell that went tinkling
fo the far-off regions. The iron gnte at 4he entrance
was palnted a dark, cool green, as were the gratings
at the windows, where white muslin cu~alns bhung,
Bright contoured nastortiums grew Just outside.

But now Marla opened the door to ug. She smiled

a welcome, She rewembered, to be sure,

We were nil forthwith presepted to Maria, She
would tell “Missa Rollino,” who wonld see us in jus’
a 11" while, Missa Rollino belog her jord and master.

We stepped from the narrow hall into the tinlest of

low celled rooms, It held just five small round tables.

ALY REUE

There was an old fashloned gilt framed mirror be-
tween the length of the two windows Around the
walls was arranged a frieze of framed pletures coples
of old world masterpleces, photos of famous groups of
sculpture from beloved Ttalin

There were several original sketches sigmed for
Rollino by the artsts {n a spirit of bon camaraderie in
memory of happy nights at the round tahle, so Ned
explained to ns,

And now appeared Rollino hfinself, in his biz white
apron and little black skull eap and flowing Windsor
tie. He was tall and rather thin, with a gentle, al
most shy, countenance. [But one recognized Immed|
ately a personallty, one of those hnman creatures that
are self-suflicient, a law unto theroselves, a centre of
force that attracts subconsclously. Rollino easily dom-
Inated his establishment and the Interests of his
guests

The Caruso Sketch.

He took us Into the pext room, which was his

kitchen, and spotlessly clean A narrow table

stretebed across the centre of the room upon schich

were inviting dishes in varlous stages of preparation

Across one end of the Kitchen was one enorinous
rauge, and from the pots and pans upon it there fssued
delectable and savory odors.

Lollino would break off the conversation abruptly
to stir some mysterious but utterly satisfying concoc
tlon, or to baste a delicately browned fowl in the
great oven.

He condueted us above stalrs to his salon,

“This Is the place of the music,” be explulned. On
feast days, usually at Christmas and Easter, he gives
a dinner to his friends. many of the Metropolltan
singers, Calvé always when she 1s in New York, and
it is Just possible that/**Carmen’ has been sung at
tollino’s as never yet al the Metropolitan.

Io the old

days there was, for Caruso, no one ifke Rollino, but

“And Caruso comes; yes, Caruso, too,
Caruso has ¢lim’ so high, He Is so much engnge, not
often he can come Life drifts us
all apapt.”

It Is to be expec’.

Then hls eyes laugh, “Not so lopg ago Caruso drew
a sketch of me. He make mueh fun at me to cook
with my plpe.”

He showed ns the skerch. It was a clever bit of
caricature to make one swlle

I turned to speak to Rollino, but be" had disappenred,
doubtiess back to that suvory pot that promised such
good things.

We returned (o the first room below and found our
Then

as I may never hope ngain to eat.

tnble reserved there followed such a dinner
Ned had whispered
of our coming aud Rollino had striven to recall to him
the old days fa Parts.  For mys=elf [ veeded no en-
chantment of the long ago to assist my apprecintion
of what was set before me, and as far as I could sce
Dot and Mary Maxwell felt the same way

It appeared that the artist to whose studio Ned
was golng to take us had been the friend of the Round
Table Club In Parls, so now at Ned's suggestion
Rollino prepared to go along with us. The white apron
was removed, but the skull cap went along and on his
arm a small covered basket

“The zabaglione we will have there,” he announced.

I did not know what the zabaglione was, but if it
was up to the standard of the other things I was for It

We started and for a time wound about in a laby-
rinth of narrow Greenwich streets. Men and women

sat in chalrs upon the sldewalks in front of thelr

and

shops gossiping and

the

enjoring the soft spring alr
Chlldren swarmed the streets, shrleking at zames of
Ing I'he Inevitable hurdy-gurdy was wheezing out
Its merry tune, while the twinkling feet of small girls
danced in abandonment of complete and unconsclons
Joy.
Suddenly

“We are now at the entrance to Mnacdougzal alles,”
4 f

we halted.

Ned announced Impressively

I peered Into the gloom that was Nehted nt odd In-
tervals by old time hostlery lamps of large proportion
In which were anclent gas jets that emitted a fleker-
Ing lght. At the far end, which was casily in view.
stoadd o tall wooden wall, upon the top of which the
branches of trees lenned lazlly

“Whut 13 1t7" T asked.

“Look npon elther side. What do you see?' de-

manded Ned.

It
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“Well, I see a group of what appears to be college
bred stables,” ~:|/h1 Mary Maxwell

Ned laughed
originally stables, but now are glorified by Art, baving

“You have about hit it They were
bheen converied into artists' studios”
“Not really #"*

“Really, they are.”

zasped Dot

I felt as though T had stepped Into the pages of a
book
doors of natural wood with old brass knockers and

Each studio had in truth been gloritied. Great

window boxes of flowers redeemed them from the

suggestion of their lowly origin. !n front of one a

bay tree flourished, and from across the wall now

drifted the fresh spring scent of early apple blos-
SOINS,

We came to a door that stood alluringly ajar. ¥rom
within came a goft radlance that I felt to be candie
lHght, and 1 was right. for, to my delight, Ned opened
wlde the door for us to enter,

It was barbarie. It

Curous room: wias

most of all It

Such a

Llastern, but pussessed the bare and

shimple dignity of ar anclent Nerse dwelling, the
throne room of some old Norwegian King. Above

the wantle was an enormous painting of Thor, the
Norwegian Thunder God.

The few plyees of furniture were of Hlack walnut, a
mognificent tiger skin was tung upon a chalr three
the foor
framed hung a Persinn rng which, judging from s

olthers were upon Upon one wall and

ornamental position, [ inferred was many blrthdays

old. In one dim corper stood a battle steed In regalla

of heavy rose silk trapplogs and mounted upon him

the figure of a Japanese feudal prince fn full armor.
« Sigurd Sigismundson,

There were three very old Greek vases and near the
door an Incense burper of beaten gold from some old
Hindoo temple,

I was drawn toward a low tuble to examine a mar
vellously perfect erystal beld in a dragon's claw. It
was of Japanese workmtoship. I was surprised at
sight of a certafn small book that luy near it, a very
old copy of Shelley’s pocnis, the fac-simile of one that
I possessed. It had been given to me by an old man
whom 1 had befriended onge in need, an old man who
from his wppearance might bimself have been some
Norwegian naoble

But where was our host?

The draperles were pushed aslde and there stood—

ZAABAGETONE.

Sizurd Siglsmundson He gave cne look ar my
startled fuce and eame forward smiling.

“You «ee I took yon at your word, and here we are.”
It wus Ned's volee,

1 was so

astonished that I werely acknowledzed

the Introduction without mentloning the faect that I

haod seen Slgurd Siglsmundsgon before Besldea [t
svould not have been easy fo explain that 1 had seen
him but three ttmes in my life. the last upon the roof
of our apartment, and had held converse with him
withont beneflt of fntroduction, but yet that the sound
of his volce was as the musie of the stars singing
i my soul

Roallino declared that he would mix the zabagllone
and we declared that we would wateh the ceremony.
[ was the last In leaving. Sigurd dropped the portldre
In front of me smillngly

“It Is cooler here,” he said. “Won't you sit down?"
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~and Now Appeared Rollino Himsell

“I did not know that it was to yoursstudio we were
I explained burriedly
Nelther did T know that it

bring. IUs a

coming
So 1 saw by your face
whom Ned was to

wis von queer

world.” {
I gazed about the room with new jnterest,
“So you are an artist—a painter?”’
“That L ww not. Only to-day [ came to this conelu-
sindled at me with hils old inscrutable smile

Lt

sion,” he
“What T really am Wise One, s a seeker aflter
the trath ™ i

“Which weans that you are too lazy to develop your
natural talent for painting.”
I nodded

moved about rest

e drew forth the inevitable cigarette.
permission for bho to smoke. 1

lexsly,

“Come and it down,” he sald, and 1 obeyed him.
Ie stood leaning ngainst the mantel and looking down

al me

“T am golng to tell Yon a story, Little Wise One
Perhaps you can understamd. Onee long ago in Nor-
way there wias a painter who had a very great talent
and a very beautiful wife, usoally a most satlsfying
comblnation of blessings, Rut In hizs case the I\~.if-\
was not exactly n blessing.  She broke bis lfe and
well nigh killed his ereative foree.

to do this

She did not means
Then
after she had wrought this havoe In his lfe she bore

It was just her nature to destroy

him a son In whose heart was all the agony of malmed
creatlve desire from the father with just enough of
the mother's nature <o that the children of his brain
shonld always he stillborn.”

Stgurd Wrew toward, him a small brass tray and
carefully knocked the ashes from his cigarette Into It
I walted In sllence for lilm to go on,

“Several years ago the son went to Paris. Soon
after for some reason the parents quarrelled bitterly
and separated. The father gave her everythinz, as ho
bad always done, and he himself tanght palnting for a
lHving. Then the mother died suddenly, and when the
gon returned fto Norway the father had gone away.
leaving no message. But he §s not dead.  [Te Is some-
where in the world and, you see, the son wants him,
needs him; thinks that, perhaps, they two together
might after all econquer the mother's [nfluence. Do

you s ?

“Yes, I see,” T answered. “But yon could congquer
alone, Sigurnd, if yon would, even though you never
found your father, If only yon would fight bard
enough.”

He T™oked at me strangely. We heard the others
returning

“Do vou belleve that, Tittle Wise One? Perhaps I
could win If you wonld help me, if you will believa
In me

“Listen, If T win out within the next three months
will you marry me?"
“Slgurd!” I put him away with my two hands, but
his arms were about me.

“Will you?" he whispered,

l"",.\."'

satisfactory kiss somewbere in the nelghborhood of

I gasped. *“Oh!" for I recelved a most un-
my ear and had jost had time to become intensely in-
terested fo the IMindoo incense burner when in came
Rollino and the rest bearing the zabaglione In triumph,
and well they may have borne it se. It tasted some-
thing like nn eggoog hot, only It was much more deli
cate because it was made with Marsala wine

We drank to Rollino—long !lfe and prosperity
which, as Sizurd explained, was but another way of
drinking to art, since withont Rollino many a strog
cling voung artist would have gone without a much
needed meal; perbaps so many meals that the struggle
would not have seemed worth while.

Rollino was much embarrassed at such allusion; In
fact, denled all knowledge of such good deeds.

So we drank again to Relline, the Kind and generons
like that poet-soldYer

Cyrano de Bergerae, bas ever been but the promptor

one, the music loving, who,
in_the shadow, yet who can say with the Gascony
cadet, “It is well; I nm content.”

Now our taxicalb arrived and we clambered in, Rol-
lino declining to be driven bome. He had some en-
gagement elsewhere, he declared.

“You are nol leaviong soon, Ned?” Sigurd asked.

“To-morrow,” Ned replied, gazlng dolefully at Mary
Maxwell, “But I shall return in a week’s time,” he
ndded more hopefully, “and I think that business willl

detain we here for about three months.”

g

-

sl o5

“Much may happen in three months,” [ remarked to
no one in particular. “We may all be transported to
beaven; who knows?”

“I have a horrible premonition that [ shall be, for
one."  Slgurd smiled futo my eyes.

“\Why, what on earth are you two talking about*
cried Dot

“We haven't the least idea,” laughed Sigurd. "lt'sj
the zabaglionel'




